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MR. PUNCH’S PRIZE NOVELS. 
No. V.—MIGNON’S MESS-ROOM. 
(By gs ony Summer, Author of ‘‘ Mignon’s Ma,” ‘‘ Mignon’s Hub,” 
"s Father,” ‘‘ Tootle’s botsie,” ** C ** Ugly Tom, ” “ Your Rich 
Richord, * “A in Barracks,” " Stuck, ” *« Hoop-Lore,” ** Went 
for that Pleeceman,” de, de., dic., de., dec., dot., og de.) 


open it. As he broke the seal a little ory was heard, and suddenly, 
before even Emtty had time to say'I nev-ahl” a a charming 
evee ten peee le tn eens See nl Led Le as lightly 


can Se pee on te the mess-room floor, and 
little to the astonished Dragoons. 
“* You’re Foorzxs,” she said, skipping up to the thunder-stricken 
very 


I’m going to be 


Ce eae the eminent Author, “is 4 veal, true story of the life of | righ’ 


Soldiers are grand, noble fellows. fo are 80 
a and ll amok great de of tobacco. My draw! is the onl 
I could do a lot more of the same sort, but I charge extra 
Taiwan e R. 8.”] 


far pathee. 


Cuarrze I. 
“ Three blind mice— 
See how they run.”—Old Song. 
Tue Officers of the Purple ae 

their ante-room. It was a way we 

Grand ne most of them—tall, fw shouldered, and silky- 

as good as gold. That gets tiresome after a time, but 

every Sombean right with one downright —a 

villain, mind you, - J nay weak women, know nothing about. 

Gavor was that k Of course that was why he was to 
break his neck, and ¢ cnaahed up generally. 

, and a man 
a Emir, 





thered together in efor 


But I am anticipat- ~ 


ito them 


were rude enough to yawn 
‘and Lr eee 





d never anticipete. Em1y, for ‘instance, never 
i of the oe Dragoons—was the 
biggest fool in Service. 
Everybody told bine 80; 
Emmy, w 


and {Hi iT | TTT 
0 had a trustful, | ui 
— " maggeee believed what he Wi 


**I nev-ah twry,” he used to 
say—it was a difficult word to 
pronounce, but Emmy always 
stuck > it as only a soldier can, 
al it out somehow— “I 

actery to Sane things 
= way wround 

hter Stal this 
knew he meant 
= anticipate, ” but they all loved 
nat Emmy far too well to set 


_ 

* "Pon, y soul,” he continued, 
** it’s ame twrue. You fellows 
may wroawr wiv laughtewr if 
you like, but it’s twrue, and 

you know it’s twrue,”’ 
was another explosion 
of what Emity would have 
called ‘‘ mewrwriment,” at this, 
for it was well-known to be 





wees 





bbrae 





138% 
E 
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CHAPTER i. 
“Pat a cake, pat a cake, baker’s man.” 
Old Ballad. 

CotonEL PursER was & —e 
plethoric man. He was five 
seven i high, forty - five 
inches round the 2 yn fifty 
inches round the 
inch of ols, was a ed 8 


was, 





most A 
somewhat protracted silence fol- 
lowed. Foortzzs, + ap —_ it in both hands, and broke it 


with no greater emotion than he would have shown if he had been 
a. upon to mt yt te squadron of Leicestershire Ballfinohes, |. 
or’s escort on the 9th of November. 
Dear old Foorzes! He west clever, no Purple Dragoon could be 
but he wasn’t the binrost fool in the Service, like Exnty, and and ali 
in fact, whenever s Purple Dragoon feil in love, the object of his 
n whenever a e mn in love, the objec 
affections immediately pretended to love someone else. Hard lines, 
but — were born to suffer. It is so easy, so true, so usual to 
> 2 s another day to-morrow,” but at never helped even 
rple Deagoet to worry through to-day any the quicker. Poor, 
brave, noble, drawling, y, pipe-smoking fell this 
parti occasion Footixs uttered only one word. It was short, 
and began with the fourth letter of the’ alphabet. But he may be 
for some of the glowing embers from his cent 
ons pipe had dropped on to his tion ov The 
was painful—to Footies, All the others ly. hed as well as 


the with cla eerscha bri 
iy era with Chrough ee ak chen of emted mote a 
Saoub-waihebesine tal Ge tnedhy Shaiigy in bis hand a tinguendiotones 


letter, and coughing violently. 
Cuarrer II. 
“The mouse ran up the elock.”—Nursery Rhyme. 
THE waiter advanced slowly to Foortes, and handed him the 
letter. Foortzs took it meditatively, and aa it over 
—_ ea po were = yee, and envelo’ 


fe thought Foor to himself, ‘* 
re Peight— it will will dry siraight — 


He | tongs thought this twi 
because it was one of At last he decided to 





He eae, atk and gee red, bu’ 
like a real dp me at once ea 
a en - The ee was po ugele wes thor 
0 my pains, was not a strong one. was sh 
‘*Pardon me,” said the Colonel, when rage we wind, 
‘is our name Mre@non ?”” 
es,” she replied, as the tears brimmed over in her lovely eyes, 
“itis, "lam a simple soldier’s child, but, oh, I can run so beauti- 
fully—through ever so many volumes, itions. In ie ® 
she Taded, 1, confidentially, **T don’t see why I should en ot 
par Emmy must marry me. He can’t marry OLIvs, 
ature is in her eyes with a dirty finger. Ugh! T's a oe got 
Pp” 


blue 
Sat,” yor aware Miah tere wll oe owe 4 


** Bat. 
“Oh yes,” oeee Mienon, ‘ 
hitherto perlite Sab of our friendship (the name will be 
Darxey), but we shall manage to peoee, 5 it oma least Tom Rum 
longer. a "Dah i ” Here ee He could stand it no 
ie a a. om is wewry ¢ 
be eed,” he observed ; 
most met Be le ee L — you know.” 
A shout of laughter followed this some and in the fog of 
tobacoo-smoke Colonel Purser could be dimly seen draining a 
magnum of champagne. 


** You’ eee 


Cuarter IV. 
“ Hey diddle, diddle.”"—Songs and Remances. 
EveryrTuine fell out exactly as Micron Lag pony 
k that you’ ‘ve come to the end of Mienon, | can y 
very mech astray, or as Exitx, with his sueet OOS. vere 
his smoother silkier manners, have said, “ You’wre wewry 
much astwray.” See my next dozen stories, 
THE END. (Pro tem.) 





VoL, XOrx. 
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**Waart ts Fassion? 


THERE ’s a 


The reigning 


THE GRAND OLD STUMPER. 


3 
YY Weta 







Wo 





V@ERAL*baAmtryy 
PARLIANE My. 



































*ArreR a FasHION HAS BEEN DiIscCARD?ED—IF YOU HAVE ONLY PATIENCE 
TO WAIT LONG ENOUGH—YOU WILL FIND 3OU WILL GET BACK TO IT.’ 
Umpretia!!” 


(See Mr. Gladstone's Speech during the recent Midlothian Campaign ) 
Arn—“ Wait a isttle longer.” 


time coming, friends, { 


That flood is flowing stronger ; 


ait a little longer! 


Fashion is ever on the wing, 
Arch-enemy of Beauty. 7 
Now, when we get a first-rate thing, 
To stick to it ’s our duty. 


But no, the whirling wheel must whirl, 
The wig to-day must crisply curl, 

Bat gvod 
(With bonnets or with Grand Uld Men), 


The zig-zag go zig-zagging ; 


t yesterday was 


or 


bagging. 
things do come ** bock agen,” 


ment but stronger 
Wait a little longer! 


mode in failure ends, 


From Eighty unto Eighty-Five 
These co’ were he rage, friends; 
Didn’t we keep the game alive, 
In-spite of creeping age, friends ? 
But oh, that horrid Kighty-Six ! 
They deemed me fairly settled, 
As though just ferried o’er the Sty x, 
But I was tougher mettled. 
I knew the fashion would return 
For just this size of collar. 
(And that’s a lesson me f *{1 soon learn, 
You bet your bottom dollar ) 


Bless you, ’m ** ing up again,” 
For four years’ i ing stronger. 
Once more I’m ba eae the train — 
Wait a little longer! 


Loox at mY CoLLAgs |—AND 





I’ve told all about Batrour, 
oh eae ap 
i a 
My bachelor life, aad candles. 
I t touched * pe reg 
trust "ll not sa: inly), 
Oa Eight _ Bills an "ve 
alee eed: T'll explain 
‘My Seven! ve veda ox Fashion : 
Big Cotlars will come back again ! ! ! 
Arwill raise the Tories’ passion. 
But, = these Collars, this Um- 
re 
I’d face them, though thrice 
stronger ! 
— — once more your Grand 


id 
And—wait a leetle longer! 








A BOOTHIFUL IDEA! 


Just finished my article on ‘‘ Ante- 
diluvian Archeology in its relation 
to Genesis and the tliad,” and now 
all that remains to do is to carry the 
rest of my books down to the new 
library, make ca e, consider 
subjects for five more speech = 


thirty-six letters and 
ish off the ten last clauses of the 
ome-Raule Bill. This idleness is 


uppressive. Not used to it. What 
shall I do? 
Piles of correspondence by morning 
t! Whatcan this beabout? Ah! 
remember now! Nineteenth Cen- 
tury just out, of course. Glad I 
thought of starting ‘‘ Society of Uni- 
versal Beneficence.” Will keep me 


going after excitement of M 


idlothian. 
how many people will ** bind 
themselves to give away a fixed pro- 
portion of their income,’”’—also what 
the proportion will if they do. 
Don't know if I should have thought 
of it, if it hadn’t been for General 
Boorn’s book. Remarkable person, 
the General. Perhaps he’d order 
bis Army to vote solid for Home 
Rale, if 1 offered him a place in my 
next Cabinet? Must sound him on 
the subject. Salvationists os 
power now. Can’t cut —_ f 

on up in a Magazine, so 

mie Wo = of 

a m ouc 
le. H—m! Says he’s “glad 
gosisty. "Thought of doing 
b oug 

s» himself once.” Congratulates me 
on turning my attention to ‘‘ Social 
Reform.” “ve he thinks it’s an 
** Koclesent idea,’”—he must mean 
** Excellent,” surely ! 

** Inquirer ”— (post-mark, Hatfield. 
Curious circumstance, rather)—writes 
to ask for details of the Society. 
‘* Prefers at present to remain anony- 
mous,” but an answer sent to “ 
Hatfield House,” will always 
him! Meanwhile, encloses 


er shillings a 
‘* fixed proportion of his income,” 
as he sees that I’ve “offered to 
make myself the careful recipient 
of any assents,” by which he = 
poses that I mean cash. A li 
embarrassing ! 

Take stroll in Park to collect my 
thoughts. Find two leading Belfast 
linen-merchants busily 
sawdust, &c., round tree I 
yesterday. They explain that they ’ve 
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been “‘much interested in my novel idea of converting chips 
wood into best cambric pocket-handkerchiefs,” and think ee ft 
Lente Sapernt Desens, neven, tf seokinn OO ira's out of old 
sardine-tins hollow. I should rather it did! Still, have to 
confess that I’m not ready at present to “* qt them my wholesale 
paige Sar best eali-eRevings delivered free on 


Really, us of me to use word 
“universal”! Oug to have cpremy mended Liberal- Unionists 


po ea pony J That’s where General Boorn has 
adv of me. He probably doesn’t exclude anybody that wants 
of thing better money. Re ee 
0 


better than I do. 
Wize te Kies, ond bagd hiss over the money live 


y pes ask him wh — - * uni y beneficent” Sos 
> om y, accepting my offer, in no time! General ade 
Wane Jy mp ig SE 
oe ae like my equires con- 


sideration po tan Leen de Ay 





VOCES POPULI. 
AT THE PASTEL EXHIBITION. 
In THE AntTE-Room. 


niaee Just one moment, Auntie, dear; do look and see what 
t) is! 

Her Aunt (with a Catalogue—and a commana. Two hundred 
and ninety-five! Before we have even seen No.1? No, my dear, 
no. Let us take things in their proper order—or not at all. (Per- 
ambulates the galleries for some minutes, refraining r ly from 
looking at anguhing but the numbers.) Ah, here it is—Number One! 
Now, Ernet, I’m ready to tell you an thing you g you pinaee 

First Matter- of-Fact Person. Ah, er of the funny 
ones ! [Is suddenly seized with depression. 

Second M.-of-F. P. Y—yes. (Examines it gloomily.) What's 
it all about ? 

First M.-of-F. P. (blankly). Oh, well, it’s a ee ot t 
sup it’s meant to be about anything in 

ore No, 129). ** The S; d Frock "2? 

suppose those are meant for sprigs— 

ttern. She might have made her hair 

a little tidier—such a bush! and I never do think blue and green 
go well together, myself. 


[They come to a portrait of a charming lady in grey, by 
The Nise “toah eo. of beii nd at last), Wh 
tece (with a sense o ing on firm ground at y; 
it’s Errzn Terry! See if it isn't, “,uniie. - 
The C. A. (referring to Catalogue). 
‘“* The leaves of Memory seemed to 
ag.” 


Conscientivus Aunt 
Yes, that must be the one. 
but I can’t make out the 


Make a mournful rustli 
—that’s all it says about it. 

The Niece (finding a certain vagueness in this as a description). 
Oh! But there are no leaves— unless it means the leaves in the book 
she ong seouing Still I think it must be Extew Terry; don’t you? 

A. (cautiously). Well, my dear, I always think it’s as 
whe mot to be too positive about a portrait till you know who it was 


from 

[The Matter-of-Fact Persons have arrived at a Pastel repre- 
senting several green and yellow ladies seated undraped 
around a fountain, with fiddles suspended to the eases 


abore 
Second M.-of-F. P. ‘* Marigolds,” that’s called. I don’t see 


any though. ith a sense of bes imposed u; 
First M.-of-F. P. I think 5 do—yes, vhf = pots in’ the 


green. They’re meant for but there Saute aes y 
of them, are ane Set, wee they all be sitting on the 
grass like that ? re h to give their deaths of cold 

Second M.-of- eee’, sU beth ia thet 

First M.-o Ve The t ali bathe in that fountain, and 


don’t tell me! Do you mean to sa 
and 


greens, and yellows, in Nature, Bi 
Huw nion. I cen donee titi deel fa bese Shiteen onnnees 
to an eye to see things in a true and not a merely con- 


The LB then all I is, that if things 
om as anoosventinaly as all that, I should go Straight 


take a cou comme & iver pills, I should ! 
ade Here’s another of them, my dear. 


to 
and 
First 
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EASY FOR THE JUDGES. 
Geoffrey (to rejected Candidate for honowrs at the Dog Show). ‘ NEVER 


MIND, SmuT! WE'LL HAVE A Doe SHow THAT SHALL BE ALL OaTs 
EXCEPT YOU, AND THEN YOU ‘LL HAVE IT ALL YOUR OWN Way!” 








It’s no use, we’ve got to admire it, this is the kind of thing you 
and I must be educated up to in ourold age 
Second F. O. L. It es me feel as if 1 was on board a yach’ 
Ort '9. 08 all I know~just look at’ the perspective in that room, 
u 
First P O. L. That’s your ignorance, my dear, it’s quite the 
right perspective for a Poss it’s our rooms that are all wrong— 
not (They po about checkling and poking old ladylike fun at all the 
0 @ t chuckling an Ont un 
more —e Pawels, aa dle © enjoy themselves 
immense 


First M.-of-F. "p, (they have come toa Pastel Fan). Him very 
woman seated on the Crescent Moon, nursing an inf: Snby hy 
pecaliar, J never saw Diana represented with a baby 
you 

Second i x F. P. No—(hopefully oe rhaps it’s intents 
for somebod “yh Bat it’s not the T oh need dian 
very 


an infant i = It doesn’t look safe, and it oath 
[They go on into a smaller room, and come upon 6 shetoh of 


small c Mah with an immense red mouth, and no nose, 
First M.-of-. deeper. "D, “ Little Girl in Black ”—what a very plain 
yd y oF. P. What there is of it; pt Siete eeees 
ie tke ealvhe's pot her mesh hough prem oe 
in the little girl—he’s got her 
First op ake P. Well, if it was my indiat upon 
>| having the pert: little thing more finished than torent 
pay ext 
Rupert Porson has entered the West Gallery cllory, esennperins 
- 7S as @ Responsive Lad oye has alr grasped 
‘or P one oa 
The R. L. Ton't { ab peels te wonder W Wouldn’t you 
tale 8 er 6 pel 
8. One might--without some ex 


shane Slice tate eae A Pastel Fag no pope ae oe 
the technique of any other medium. 
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(She looks reproachfully at the too ambitious Pastel.) And it isn’t 
i ful, either—it won’t bear being looked into 


The R. L. (brightly). Or else you miss the effect? I quite see. 
Now, I like this—(indicating a vague and streaky little picture)— 


don’t you? That’s what I call a real Pastel. 

mA P. (screwing up his eyes). H’m! Yes. Perhaps. Clever- 
. Su ve. 
The R. L. (shocked). Oh, do you think so? I don’t see anything 


of that kind in it—at least, I don’t think it can be intentional. 

The 8. P. The beauty of Art is to suggest, to give work for the 

"Th RE. ( herself). T knot exactly what 

e R. L. (recove self). W 50 Ww mean 
—ias as one makes alf sorta of things out of the patches of damp on 
an old ce’ 

The 8. P. Hardly. I should define Damp as the product of 
Nature—not Art. 

The R. L, Oh, yes; if you put it in that way, of course! I only 
meant it as an illustration—the two things are really as different as 
possible. (Changes the oy we They don’t seem to mind what 
coloured paper they use for Pastels, do P 

The 8. P. (oracularly). It is—er—always advisable in Pastels to 


i 


ticular tone you—er—want. Beeause, you see, as the colour 
doesn’t always cover the whole of the paper, if the paper which 
shows through is different in tone, it—er—— 

The R. L. Won’t match? I see. How clever! (She arrives at 
a highly eccentric composition, and ventures u an independent 
opinion.) Now I can’t say I care for that—there’s so very little done 
to it, and what there is is so glaring and crude, don’t you think ? 
I call it stupid, 

The 8. P. I was just about to say that it is the cleverest thing in 
the Exhibition—from an artistic point of view. No special interest 
in mbes the scheme of colour very harmonious—and very decorative. 

The R. L. Oh, isn’t it? That’s just the right word for it—it is 
so decorative! and I do like the scheme of colour. Yes, it’s very 
clever. I quite feel that about it. (With a gush.) It is so nice 
looking at pictures with somebody who has exactly the same tastes 
as oneself. And I always was fond of pastilles ! 

A Pavement Pastellist (to a ‘ahaa > Well, Jim, I dunno what you 
think, but I call it a shellin’ clean chucked away, I do. I come in 
yere,—hearin’ as all the subjicks was done in chorks, same as I do 
my own—TI come in on the chance o’ pickin’ up a notion or two 
as might be useful to me in my perfession. But, Lor, they ain’t got 
a ideer among ’em, that they ain’t! They ain’t took the measure 
of the popilar taste not by a nundred miles, they ’aven’t. Why, I 
ain't seen a single thing as I ’d reckincile it to my conscience to 
nen before my publie—there ain't ’ardly a droring in the ’ole 

loomin’ show as I’d be seen settin’ down beyind! Pat down some 
of these ’ere Pastellers to do a mouse a nibbling at a candle, or a 
battle in the Soudang, or a rat sniffin’ at a smashed hegg, and 
you’d soon see they was no good! Precious few coppers ’ud fall 
into their ’ats, I’ll go bail! [ Exit indignantly, as Scene closes. 








EXCELLENT EXAMPLE. 


Iw a recent trial for Breach of Promise, a letter was read from 
| a saying that ‘‘ he must now get a monkey ;”’ whereupon the 


‘learned Under-Sheriff,” as in the Daily Telegraph ex- 
claimed, ‘‘A Monkey! What ess does he mean ?’ Now, 
isn’t that better than saying, * at the deuce?” Of course, no 


doubt the learned Under-Sheriff is sufficiently learned to remember the 


old rhyme— These wes en ola man of Demin ae 
0 ’d a habit of swearing, ‘ ingo 
But a friend having come . 
Who suggested ‘ By Gum!’ 
He preferred it at once to ‘ By Jingo !’” 
The goodness of the learned Under-Sheriff is worthy of all praise. 
and of general imitation. , 








Sweets To THE Sweer.—It is stated that one of the features of 
the Lord Mayor’s Show this year is to be a Detachment of the Sur- 
vivors of the Balaclava Charge. This is an excellent idea, that may 
be developed to almost any extent. Could we not have the Hero who 
had read — that has been published during the last six 
months; the Brave Man who has been to every Dramatic Matinée 
since January; and the Scorner of Death, who has existed d 
an entire season in the odours (sweet, or otherwise) of Kensington 


Tyburnia? The latter on the pect occasion might ——— 


precede the Lord Mayor Elect, for, by association ideas, he 
certainly serve as an excellent foil to Mr. Alderman Savor®! 


OPERATIC NOTES. 


as . 8 
and the 


but as we only saw him for a moment ing in 
a cab, when he looked out, and bade us a ‘* 
night,” we can Tas cine ae ores 
night” at the Opera. He 


ruta Ravoerr being jally but the 
— too strong. Wi eughee ? 





which centuries cannot 0 te, t the Libretto of La 


use a tone of paper to harmonise as nearly as possible with the par- | Gioconda, set to music by Signor Poncurentr (the “h” came in 


is a remarkable fact, too, —— 






Miss Damian as La Cieca feeling 
h 


al Box during the present season, which is, in effect, 
saying that he has let the box in the f : 
Thursday Night.—A Bani as the waheret, Traviata. Big and 
enthusiastic House. Si P & 
mtriv: most gracetall to refuse the honour of 
Di Provenza.” Since Roncont, it is difficult to call 
to mind an artist equal histrionically to Signor Paprtia, who is so 
grave and impressive a. that utter bore, ‘‘the Elder Germont,” so gay 
and eccentric as Figaro, and so dashing and rec as the 
mlous Don Giovanni. That milksop, Germont Junior, known as 
uately played by Signor GraNNInI, whose name, 
were it om Gu-* inxy,” would partly describe the character he 
iday Night.—Our blasé young man writes to say, “I am 
suffering from effects of draughts at Opera. Think it must be some 
peratic air which has given me cold. It’s a gruel case for yours 


urday Night.—Occasion described as ‘‘ popular ;” and, conse- 
ea ee oe ae As -fashioned, but what 
ERDI j e y our m 

dist eld nets eee The blasé one sill off duty. 20 
no reliable report to hand. No doubt everything passed off plea- 
santly. Manrico obviously, when on the stage, more of a man than 
Germont Junior. The standing line has been, “‘ large audience much 
pleased with the entertainment.” 








of Miss Macere MoInrrRe, appropriately 





writes to say the 
rformance of The Huguenots was excellent, 


ednesday.— La Gioconda, A good perform- 


; the genuine —__ 2. was 
was wri y Tosa 
pete That an O written by 


title, reminding us of Gay 

. Lass), with Marra Perr (who must 
.\\’ appear in J/ Paradiso), and GrvLia 
Ravoerr. Her Grace of Dammuaw 
made a most successful début as La 
\ Citeca, and was cheered to the echo, 
Thank Heaven, there isn’t an echo in 
Covent Garden—but, if there had 
been, Echo would have repeated hos- 
pitably the “‘ cheer” a dozen 
times, as she somewhere about 
Killarney. Signor Lago stars “ Her 


his bill, but it is only to say that Her 
Gracious Maszsty has been ously 
pleased to honour him by subscribing 
house for a Sovereign ! 
Ider Germont, 


x - 


Altogether a suecessful week. 





Mem. ror Visrrons To Lonpon.—Don’t forget to look in at the 
bird-pictures of Stacey Manxs, R.A. Stay, see Marks! See 


Marks! They are land-marks in the history 





oncn’s Prize Novets.—No. VI., “‘ Thrums on the Auld 
week, 


Modern Art. 4 
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TO ENGELBERG AND BACK. 
Being a few Notes taken en route in search of a Perfect Cure, 
~ Grve hdsn ensther senth hemn-end S57 te piving you at te 
slip, and ing back to Calais on foot.”. Young JERRYMAN is 
commenting on wonderful restoration that has taken in 
the condition of the Dilapidated One, who has just been 
i 0 vow on Se Se ae ey ee Not 


- 
é 
el 
ef 
; 

‘p 

g 

a4 
: 
Ri 


com 
establishment with much regret, bid good-bye to the courteous 
a Canes, and ve ning Ba ~ whip we a ing 
own the valley, and leaving rg up on its heights as a 
pleasant dream behind us. . 

And what is Iberg? There is, first and forem ar excel- 
lence, the feature of the place—the Hotel Titlis; then the Monastery, 
with the Brethren of the Bell-rope; and the Street. This is unique. 
Set out with a Chdlet here, a Swiss Pension there, a Chapel perched 
up on a little hill on one side, and a neatly new-made farmhouse 
stuck up on the other, with cattle (not omitting - oo gyn 

abou 





— 





heights "Ret 
tower in every 
direction 
-= above, you get 
thorough! 








Putting Up for the Winter. the whole 


is nothing but a box of toys, set out for the season (probably 
the Monks), who, you feel convinced, are only pp Feu the 
of the last visitor, out the box, and y peok 
away Chdlet, and Pension, — for the ter 
months, with a view to keeping for production in the 
early summer of next year. 
However, whatever its fate, Engel is left behind us, and we 
find ourselves tearing down the Practi i 
a break-neck pace, and ing on to Calais, once more to take our 
laces on our steady old friend, the Calais-Douvres, that helps to 
eposit us finally at —s Cross, w i 
that the air, whatever it is, is emphatically not the air of Engelberg. 
But everybody who has seen him, says the Dilapidated One has come 
back “* twice the man he was.” So we must it that our journey 
has not been in vain. 


i 
eB 





ApprtionaL Tirtx.—Sir Epwix Arwotp, after_his brilliant 
letters in the D. 7., worthy of The Light A the World, will be 
remembered in Japan as a “ first-rate sort of Jap.” 


** Henry 


the soil. 


for him” 


for never 
than in 


a 
that “it 





to doubt. 





W G Darton & Co. publish a very selection of 
eyo Re a a en oy 
whose ever expressed opinion is made pretty often ; 
and Halt! by the same author. The title is ve of military 

man 7h but it’s only 
wi han ol ene 
> “Abbot's Cleeve, 

and i Sor a Soldie ir; 
are three containing 
several stories suitable to 
more sroge-tp young 
people,—so sooner they 
grow up the better for the 
sale the books. They 
a diene 
Paxpmnick ‘Wanne & Co. 

8 

Woesry Folet iliustrated 
% con HasLEwoop. 
‘oah’s Ark, by Dantzy 
Date, which is not the Ark 


ot norfolk: Broads” would have suggested viories thee 00 Per 


“ Norfolk d have suggested stories that could not 
told in a drawing-room. As to Bits about Horses for Every Day, 
selected ted by 8S. Tunwen,—well, what would horses 


he tells of 
ciated with ‘‘ a house with curtained windows,” ** an Italian swords- 
man,” ‘‘entombed,” and ‘ta maimed lion,” 

developed in chapters headed, “‘The Hunter lets fly » Poisoned 
Shaft,” ‘* Th i 1 


when he revels in gore and 
e ’ 


‘* A Dreadful Accuser,” and last, but not least, ‘‘ The Ven ce is 
Crowned.” As the story begins in 1612; and ends with the 


that Mr. W. Ovrram TristRaM has seized this opportunity to - 
santly illustrate an incident from English hi arene 
My faithful ‘‘ Co,” has been revelling in 

expresses delight at two books called respectively, Dreams 
French Firesides and English Fairy Tales. The first is suppos 
to have been wriften before Paris in 1870-71 by a German Tt 
who had turned his thoughts to his home and children in the far-off 
Fatherland. The second deals with British folk-lore, and is racy of 
Both works are fullof capital illustrations, He 

read He Went for a Soldier, the WyntER Annual of Jonny 
of that ilk. But what had the soldier done, that ‘‘ he” should ** go 


the book, Nutshell Novels, by J. Asusy Srzeney, is also a 
volume that repays perusal. The Poet has turned his leisure 
to account—the stories he tells are 
the Loobsng- Glass, never te 

= never 
ever have seen Maggi 
announces it apologetically, as 


“unique” fairy story,—and he adds, tha’ 

the beaten track as far as possible.” “ As far as possible ” is good, 
this undeniable imitation of Alice in Wonderland. Some 
of the illustrations, by J. Hamnineron Wirson, are not quite as 
weak as the text, while the best of them only serve to heighten o 
appreciation of “Our” Mr. TEnnrEt’s ae in Alice, and its 
companion yolume. But the very title, Maggie 


at once Alice in Wonderland, but the lovers of Alice, who 
ttracted by this title may purchase this book under the impression 


h it | much 
pres gry | ggg gyal Rage ge gone 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


































RAM ——— agees so much 
n in 
‘the chastisement.” The first is asso- 


-m crim 


and the second is 
e Siver Dish of Tarte,” ‘The First Victim Falls,” 


Prince of Wats, art thou not avenged?” it will be seen, 


the Land of Fancy. He 


i moreover, 
STRANGE 


? The answer to this conundrum will be ascertained on 


Alice ii ory ondorland, and h 
i if Bonen 


: tten, I doubt much 
aggie in Tihs, Wy F, B. Doverox, w 
t 


ho 
it may be his 
has ** out of 


was there such an example of ** sincerest flattery 


in Mythica, recalls 
Tee ee 


is the seme concern,” will soon find ou 


f 
t 





genera m' 
m Baron pE Boox-Worms & Co, 
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Tig A MORNING CALL. 


The Vicar, ‘‘ AnD wHaTt'’s Your Namg, MY DEAR!” Child of the Period, ‘‘Wati—rYov overt TO ENOow! You Xwisrznsp me!” 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON OHARIVARL ~ (Novawaaa 8, =] 


stu! thay AME eH PN he qi ‘ 

‘Vigge dhh hk " il 

| HAE 3 \i i) 
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sostashen. 


Of. Having reach 


attend numerous 
of the Orderly Room. 





THE REAL GRIEVANCE OFFICE. may imagine, i ety a it is lees difficult to d 
Last, Com. I take i it is less di commani 
(Before Mr. Commissioner Punch.) | Voluat Th, casiess ? 
An Officer of Volunteers introduced, Off. That is a matter of opinion. If a Volunteer officer can bring 
The Commissioner. Well, what can I do for you, Captain ? to bear his social position (for instance, should his men be his 


Officer of Volunteers, Hush, Sir! If you were heard to give me tenants, or in his em suplor™ 
military rank, you would be the cause of covering me with an easy one. But d the battalion to which he belongs be 


ridicule t composed of that large class of persons who consider ‘‘one man 
The Com. a Faye _iue we yon not a Captain ? |as good as another, and better,” no little tact is required in 
Off. Certainly, Sir. er Majesty's Commission, and am boning up discipline. Besides this, he starts at a vantage. 
su to be one of the Eioten of the country. Every retirement from the regiment means the loss of an earner of 


he Com. Then wi should you not be eredited with the rank to | the capitation oe and as the maintenance of a Aig corps 


which a are entitled \is an ex ay erpeniies matter, a ‘free and scpuendent 
Off. Because, Sir, I a only a Captain of Volunteers. | private” feels = withdraws, or is forced to withdraw, his 
the Com. Bat surely the British Army is composed entirely of | | Ulcers are practically th ary sufferers of the proceeding. 

Volunteers ? The Com. Am I > un tand then that the pol of a battalion 


oF. That is the national boast, Sir. But then, you see, I receive | | falls upon the commissioned rank ? 
no pay. 
7 Phe Com. Which does not 


prevent you from working ? | entrance foe, and subscription, and must, if they wish to 
oF. On the contrary, Sir, ae all my leisure is devoted to the “contribute ny oe to prize fan and the cost of 
stady of what I may, perhaps, be to call my supplementary | ‘‘ marching ou es these have to be particularly 


The Com. What are your duties ? specially 
Off. Almost too = femal to enumerate. Before I received my PD .. Com. Wall, cortainy it seems that an Officer of Volunteers 


Commission, I had to undertake to make myself proficient in every- | responsibilities —what are his privileges ? 

thing a ing to the rank to which I was appointed. This "Ope Gal if. Only one is officially recognised—the right to be snubbed ! 

entailed a month’s h’s bard work (five or six hours a day in the barrack- the t? 

ora, at one of the Schools of Instruction. Of. Trot thesis pumaely neanpoin obiagien without vacancies. 
The Com, Well, let us suppose that you Aave become duly qualified | Men woo fail to see the of all work: and no pa’ bey play, 

to command a compan tt or anything else. This very week meeting is being held a 


is point, I my myself called upon to work | Roy United Service Institution, to consider what can be done to 
when the betel cicero f y taki of the whole force. 
w e battalion is cam ’ 

to trouble myself with cimpng out te wile a meg 2 Ye 

in every other respect m ition is ¢ analogous to t 
beother elllews in other branches of th - by 4 Ai 


soa.” Besides tin, 


is well attended by the men of my company. This entails, as you 


ent), he may find the task of command 


OF. PAlmoat entirely. The officers have generally to 0 pay a heavy 


ie ng Alla ergy be will 5 to the, omupanion f 


rue, I have not (except | advance the interests of the officers—another word for the interests 
miseariat, but Of. ot sater word, Biwi, fod serves you—— 
the Quexn’s Servies, I have to | for the last thir oy youn S00 ace one 


the duties, at stated intervals, | we can rely upon 
I have to see that every parade with quod tenon | in the past. [The Witness then retired. 
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‘SAME OLD GAME!” 


Orv Lavy or TuagaDNeepie Sreaer. “ YOU’VE GOT YOURSELVES INTO A NICE MESS WITH YOUR PRECIOUS 
‘SPECULATION!’ WELL—I’LL HELP YOU OUT OF IT,—FOR THIS ONCE! !” 
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HOW IT’S DONE. 

(4 Handbook to Honesty.) 

\ No. IV.—Tue Granp OLp 

(JopBINe) GARDENER. 

Scune—the Garden of a modest 
Suburban Villa. Present, 
Simple Citizen, with 

horticultural ‘ambitions 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 














er 0. G. (laying a horny hand on 8. C.’s coat-sleeve). If youll | sla 
ascuse me, Sir, jest give yer my ideas. It’ll save time. 
down artfully the ines of a plan involving radical 
paths, and lawns, and beds, shifting of shrubs, cudting down of trees, 
rooting up of trailers, and "what he calls * toppin’ an’ loppin’” to a 
tremendous extent.) hen, Sir, you'll Jave a bit o’ garding as’ll 
be the pride o’ yer eye, and a tidy bit o’ profit into the bargain, or 
I don’t know my bizness. An’ 
rdener to the ik of F 11z-Fvuzz for close on vas year, afore 
1D ore took me like wot you see. Hu-a-a- 

S. C. Yes; but, Suvcerns, all 
these alterations will ran into 
- vq I’m afraid. 

onfidentially). You 
sian hes” Ae me, Sir! 4 fust 
expense "ll be the biggest, and a 
saving in the long run, take my 
word. And then you will’ave a 
garding you will, one as that ’ere 
dled up bit o’ greenery nex 
ine won’t be a patch on it, for Wa 
all he’s so proud of it. (Gets & 
Simple Citizen into his clutches, 
and works him to his will.) 


Scene IIl.— The Same, six months 
later in the Season. 
&. 2 F tse from a fort- 
"What, Smucerns, 
ee it ? ree, Jove, 
what have you been ue to? hy 


I —_ know the 
0. Comptacent I should ’ope not, Sir 


different pF when last saw it, I flatter myself. 
, now. Thee 6 ward eiimahion! 


8. C. Yes, but ae hang it all, you’ve cut almost every 


bit of omey — 
G. contemptuous). Greenery!!! And who wants 
greenery? a. ening, pa oy ain’t not by chorks, 

— fool, even that cove nex door, can grow greenery ! 
C. Yes, but Smueenvs, I don’t like my limes to look like 
Syl my aaeey elms to show as bare as broom-sticks, and 

a ~— be trimmed into timber-screens ! 

Fact is they’d 


o, Sir 
freely back wos the 


It a a bit 
Fact it is a 


now, an 


e beds. I didn’t tell 


°@. 0 0. (emphatically). No, Sir, you didn’t. You give me 
Scere, ovo dene may lovdl ‘best. nh Dok 





(Lays | he mutila 
alteration of | into bare hideousness, all 

his partner in iniquity, 
was a greenhorn, 
top of my bent. He cut up 
| beds, in order that I might ‘‘ grow my 
hter too, seeing as I wos ’ed | p 










out being gored 
And ot Fiampetead Heath, by Mr. 





to 
Jobbing Gard ou won't tit. And—ahem 
Pn cometendad™ for ' sel “here's wy little haccount, Sir, 
charges. The rizsled — . 
personage, cary med as Presoni dirty. pec of blue 
aggy paper, giving sca etarls, 
but ‘ie his manner obi and a ; total. 
oracular ‘* ” and Citizen. pays, and tries to look 
poe we A 0 in a - 
p> as Scenz II 
Simple Citizen, Yousss Suue- ‘ 
The siz months later. 
Slaw Prevent, Simple Oiten, and 
Grand Old Gardener. see AS ympatl - 
may well say that, Sir! Bin ji ) -z& Rg gmeg Friend. Well, 
Po to uate bite and ruin, YO ee fm “1 : oo does look a waste, APPLE- 
Wont , fo ~ 4 SHUM a 4 = 
a re t lot o ~ f MENT TT Simple Citizen rple). 
cians nal taaier oe - / f waste! I should think it dia, 
bpping, or i'l ook any anythink indeed! An : 
ut it’ the makin pretty oe, 
of pullenk Spike in ho FANCY SKETCH FOR NOVEMBER 6. was when I took it!  Unprofit- 
fled senipaien’ it has—with | MAGISTRATE LETTING OFF A ORACKER WITH A LiTTLE CavTION. ome but me rat cing 
nor e. 
“ee Y Glad to hear you say so, Smucerns. Now what I propose | ‘ And all oe Chat vaieill ravaging Suvaoins , 


Voreees The scoundrel!—the sleek, insin 7 

nghlering wo ! He tore up my paths, he altered my 

ay nee Be stripped Eo dpe pn be he hacked m as 
an 


y for 
the jaaisevand I let th Trend of his 
UMPSON, em me e 
p the shrub into those horrible fiat 
own wegerbles,” as he 
hrased it. He got money from me , Seg San Bas Se net oe ive 
ian Blues,” then — cheap 4 
My ashleat kidneys” turned at 
a i 8 ou 
J = y Prooshian 


marbles ; 
Blues refused to ye 4 I spent—or 
rather he received—pounds upon 
uy vinery and cucumber frames. 
y, 


seid 


= I never got a — 
ore than six inches | His 
* friend, the florist,” no 


night, and sold b> ~— me 
next rning. e m 
salle vunte for ‘‘ beer onl 
"baccy.” In fact, it was the same 
all round; he had, in every way, 
ruined my garden, run me ie 
exorbitant bills, and then, when 
os a, of detection ~— a 
ever 

= y of St malbery nose 

or ete, abel be tou 


tempted to—— 
S. F. (soothingly). ut let ’s hope ba ou ll | 
never come across Old Gardener—or his like— 
again. (Waggishly.) By Jove, APPLEYARD, n0 wonder the —" 
went wrong, seeing that ‘‘ the first man” was—a Gardener! |! 


0 
Ah, yes, just so. 
particular Grand 





x Ant.—‘‘ Beasts in Bond Street!” “Sheep in the 
Selon a aly Dowprswetis have taken the wind out of the 
sails of the Agricultural Hall, and Mr. Denovaw ApaM has given us 
the opportunity of a superb Scottish 
Cattle. Mountain, meadow, moss and moor have all been under 
contribution. The result is we oan have the chance of studyi 
hornymental ——— tossed, and 

. In 


y M 
be a sea-painter b rights, bat no matter! The 
**?’Amsted am “the place Aig ag RE 

** pastelise,” and 


convinces us it is the 
pastelised of inte sicuiows wong ence. 


to the tune 
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THE LORD MAYOR’S SHOW OF THE FUTURE. 
In consequence of Avousros DrurioLancs becoming Sheriff, it is expected that sdditional lustre will be given to a future Mayoralty by the leading Members of “ Tux Profession ”’ taking to Civie Life. 
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PARS ABOUT 
PICTURES. hey > 
Par ci—par Ic! i 

{ } 
j | 


“A par here 
and o bed jon Gawe? 
here a par, and there 
a@ par, and every- 
where a par!” In- 
deed, as an Irishman 
bas may, i 2 Se LZ 
udgmen ars. en 
Let us look in at the Ge 


Painters in De, and 
no doubt we shall be 
iley delighted. We 
go onthe pre- private aS 
view day. Not that . Le 
‘weare parsimonious, | “~~ 

but we prefer to see | 
the pictures without 
being scrouged. 
“The Release” is 

















a puzzler. We have 
en stock of Mr. 
Srock’s picture,and | - YA 
fail to understand | - = ae 
it. Is it Lutv or ——— 
ZAazEL P seems ay 
to have been an ex- | —= ==> — 
plosion, and one per- | -——_——_ —- 
son, lightly attired, |° ~~ == 7 
is blown up; an ae: 
another, more —=—=s 
warmly cla is _— 
blown down. ——— 
will both probably ee coe 
catch cold. Nothing — <r. 
hezy about Mr. 
Hayxs’s pictures. 
On the contrary, 
fresh and brilliant— 
notably, ‘“*4 Grey 
Sunset.”” If you are 
subject to mal-de- eer : ; P 
mer, his seas will make you onaisy. The President, Sir James Linton, 
has only two small pictures, both cleverly painted, but each may be 
described as a little Luvron ; so let us give him a little hint on the 
cantons 5 like Ottver Twist, we ask for more. ** Joo Many Cvoks,” 
by Burton BarspER—a Barber who knows how to dress hair. See the 
dogs’ coats. Miss Ernzt Waricut is not very far wrong in her pic- 
ture of a fair canoiste, and Mr. W. L. WYLuiE is bo 
wily in his rendering of a ‘‘ 4 Sou’ Wester.” 
in Sussex” gives distinct evidence that Lewis (C. J.) has been 
moved to the coast, and it seems to be a move in the right direction. 
In ** The Red Canoe,” Mr. Atrrep Paxsons delivers an eloquent 
sermon on the joys of life on the Thames. : 

The Royal Society of British Artists have fewer pictures than 
usual at their new show. Quality better than common. Mr. F. 
Braxewrn’s “‘ Funeral at Sea” is excellent. Mr. R. MacHett’s 
** Lakshmi,” not easy to understand. _ 1t might be *‘ Lakshmi, or the 
Lost Bathing -dress.’ She might certainly say, ‘* I lacks my costume 
de bain.” ‘‘ Durham”—good landscape by Mr. Yetxstas. Mr. Net- 
son Dawson in his ‘‘ Sunset Breeze,” gives us real sea and good 
seamanship. In “‘7rying it Over,” Mr. Lomax has tried it cver 
- ——to some purpose, and has 
produced a successful little 
| pieture of an enthusiasti 
flantist. Mr. G. F. Watts 
sends ‘‘Zord Tennyson.’' 
But why in ermine? The 
Laureate is quite 
enough for us without his 
Peer’s robes, What did 
Hagey tas EicuTa say 
concerning Hotpern? Any- 
thing more to see? 
course there is. But what 
\is my text? ‘‘ Pars about 
| Pictures,”’ so I pass 
about. I mustn’t linger, 

: | but remain 
Hoist with his own Petard—Guy Fawkes | Yours par-ticularly, 
blown up. | Op Par. 

















“PLEASE TO REMEMBER 1HE 
FIFTH OF NUVEMBER."* 
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*ARRY IN ST. PETERSBURGH. '” 


HE TRIES TO MAKE A DROSKI-DRIVER UNDERSTAND THAT HE COULD HAVE GONE THE SAME DisTANCE IN A HANsom 


FOR LEss Money. 





GOLF VICTOR! 
Sre Golf and Sir Tennis are fighting like mad— , 

Now Sir Tennis is blown, and Sir Golf ’s right above him, 
And his face has a look that is weary and sad, 

As he hastily turns to the ladies, who love him, 
But the racket falls from him, he totters, and ar citte 
As he hears them cry, ‘‘ Golf is the game for the 

* * * * * * 

The girls crave for freedom, they cannot endure 

To be cramped up at Tennis in courts that are poky, 
And they’re all of them certainly, Perfectly sure 
That "ll never again touch ‘‘ that horrible Croquet,” 
Where it’s quite on the cards that play with Paps, 
And where all that goes on is by Mamma. 
To Golf on the downs for the whole of the day 

Is ‘* 0 eutelly ne ” they keep on asserting, 
With a good-looking fellow to teach 

And to fill up the time with some : 
And it may be the maiden is wooed and is won, 
Ere the whole of the round is completed and done. 
Hee gen es Odds Ce env tee OE 

t 6, a , or in pastures Colonial, 

And the shouts of the ladies will quite fill the air 

For the Links that will turn into bonds Matrimonial, 
And for husbands our daughters in future will seek 
With the powerful aid of the putter and cleek ! 





CoRREsponDENCE SPECIAL.—KNoopst, of Knoodel Court, writes 
us: —‘* Sir,—I have recently come across the name ‘ bac 

Is it a new name for a person who writes ill of another bet 
back? If so, the best remedy for the mischief he causes is a 
action.” advice to Kwoopst is, ‘* Consult a Solicitor.”’—Eb. } 


“Carmen Up ro Date at THe Gatery.” — “ Approbation of 
i a Srantey is praise indeed.” The correct quotation 
adapted a /a fin de Siécle. 
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IN OUR GARDEN. 


=—s, 
— >> WY wy 


oa ‘ 
tpy /( 


aye A) 


Y (il 
/ 


A 


I I}, 


ae 
if 


r 


f 


to have news 
upon one with 
of tion that 
marks the telegraph 
service. ‘But I cannot say I am 
surprised. I had, indeed, before 
leaving, called Sarx’s attention 
to what I recognised as the 
prezish myoaiel Cowie of the 
58 gu e pipes 
and budding sad-beade. If 
Sark had stee the seed in 
sulphate of copper before planting it, this wouldn’t have happened. It’s 
a pity, for I rather thong we would make something towards expenses 
out of that onion-bed. There’s no more profitable crop than your pickling 
onions if well farmed. I know a man who made £150 an acre out of 
But then he wasn’t hampered in 
fellow like Sarx. 


his onions. his arrangements with a 

Called on Mr. G. to say good-bye. He was sympathetic about the 
onion blight, but I could see that his mind was occupied with other and 
perhaps equally ay any by - ; 

‘I suppose you have been made aware of the intelligence that has 
reached me through the usual sources?” he said. ‘‘ I have had a pretty 
good time here. I have belaboured the Government from all points of 
attack. I think I managed pretty well with the Disestablishment 
Question, You don’t think, Tony,” he said, with a passing look of 
deeper aggeeneneien, “that I gave myself away at all on the matter? 
The worst of these fellows is that they keep a record of every word I 
say, a custom which seriously hampers one in his movements, What I 
should like, if it were permitted, would be to come quite fresh to a ques- 
tion year after year, and say upon it exactly what happened to be con- 
venient, without having before my eyes the certainty that somebody 
would dig out what I said on the same subject last year, or five years 


I assured him that I thought not much could be made out of his 
remarks on Disestablishment Question. In fact ic would be difficult to 
prove that he had said ongting at all, Brightened up at this; but 
cloud again deepened over his mobile face. 

** Yes, perhaps I’ve done pretty well,” he said, with a sigh. ‘‘ I have 
steered through a vony difficult position without pny | ore; I have 
had an immense popular reception ; I have stirred up the constituency 
and have, if I may say so, sapeied with fresh oil the sacred lamp of 
Liberalism. Now, just when I was a in some modest measure 
to felicitate myself, there comes news of a pies master-stroke devised 
by the Government. Though I do not disguise my discomfiture, I would 
not withhold my tribute of admiration at the brilli of the stroke, of 
the genius of its conception, and of the completeness with which it has 
been dealt. I have been here more than a week, and have delivered 
four speeches. The Government and their friends on the platform and 
in the press affect to sneer at my efforts and their influence. ill, they 
feel it is necessary to make a counter-demonstration, and to effec y 
undo whatever work I may have accomplished. What course do they 
adopt? Why, they send down Asumeap-Barntterr. He was at 


r 


per 
Tam 
that the dangers which lurk beneath the 


, A 
f log, irloin) of pork, ially connected with the heat 
of ie (or sirloin) pork, are specially 


Curious to see how rapidly his aspect changed as these thoughts 
pressed upon his mind % en I came in, he had been sitting in 
ir, with his head resting on his hand, and his brow 
wrinkled. He looked quite old—at least ag A Now 

was up, walking about the room with epringy stzite, is mind 
actively engaged in framing theories on the use of pork by 
contemporaries. If I could ay keep him engaged, he 
forget the blow that had descended upon him, and would regain 
his usual imity. A question as to whether he thought 
Achilles liked sage with his pork, +o led him on to.a long 
disquisition, till, in a quarter of an hour, he was quite a 
man, and set out with great energy for Pumpherston. 

Fine enthusiasm along the route. Immense reception — 
sul; 


working men. Splendid luncheon set out at one end of 
where we were assembled ; bill of fare included erude oil, 
of ammonia, various mineral oils, and candles made 
There was no wine, but plenty of ammonia-water. : 
sented Mrs. G. with hust in paraffin wax, which he said ye 
G. Also handed her a packet of dips cunningly carved i 
likeness of Hersert, the wick com out so as to represent 
a shock of hair. Mr. G. delighted ; standing on a barrel of 
he addressed the company in a luminous speech, trac the 
candle to the earliest times. That candles exi in the Mosaic 
era, he reminded them, was shown by the question which had 
puzzled succeeding ages—as to the ise locality in which the 
eat Law-giver stood when the medium of illumination provided 
for his convenience was suddenly extinguished. This was a great 
hit ; enthusiasm knew no bounds. Hospitality of the Pumpherston 
people really embarrassing ; Cw filled our pockets with candles 
of all sizes and descriptions, and insisted upon each of us taking 
away a quart bottle of paraffin oil im re. 

Never shall I forget the radiant look of Mr.G.as he left the 
works loaded with candles and congratulations, whilst ‘Mrs. G., 
walking. Sy his side, carefully carried the bust in paraffin wax. He 
had evidently forgotten all about AsHmeap-BaRtTLErTt. 

DEATH-BALL; OR, A NEW NAME FOR IT. 

Yzsrerpay the celebrated Midland Spine-splitters met the 
Riberacking Rovers at the p Ambulance Grounds re- 
cently opened in conjunction with the local County Hospital. A 
large staff of medical men, supplied with all the necessary sur- 
gical appliances, were in attendance. Play commenced effectively, 
the Rovers Reewing Seo bell well before them, with only a few 
broken arms, a dis h, and a aw or two. 
Later, however, affairs moved more briskly, one of the 
splitter forwards getting the ball well down to goal; but, 
met with ‘‘ opposition,” he was carried senseless from the fi 
A lively scrimmage f amid a general cracking of ribs and 
* tapping of spines, The field now being covered with wounded, 
the Police interfered, and the play terminated in a draw. 











Prece wirh Honour at THe Avenve.—The successful and 
| pretty little play just produced at Mr. Grorox : ALEXANDER’s 
.weatre may be described as more ‘‘ Shadow” than ‘‘ Sunlight.” 





A Sarge Coursz.—A German physician, Dr. Kocn, hopes to 
benefit humanity by his new cure . Consumption. At present 
he is reticent on the subject, and he won’t speak till he is Kocu 
sure. 
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